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Prin. Faith, tell me now in earned , how came Talfiaffes 
Sword fo hackt ? 

Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger ,and faid he would 
fwcare truth out of England Jaxxt he would make you beleev.e it 
was done in fight, and perfwaded us to doe the like 

far. Yea, rnd to tickle our nofes with fpearc-graffe,to make 
them bleede, and then to bsflubber our garments with it, and 
-Xweare it wasthe blood of true men I did that I did not this 
feyenyeares before, I bluflv to hears his monfirous devices. 

- Prin. O villains, thou ftoleft a cup of Sack,: eighteene yeares 
ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever fince thou haft 
blulht extempore, thou hadft fire and fword on thy fide, and 
yet thou rand away : what inftindl hadft thou for it ? 

'Bar. My Lord, doe you fee thefe meteors ? doe you behold 
thefe exhalations ? 

Poin. I doe. 

Bar. What thirike you they portend 

Prin. Hot Livers, and cold purfes. 

Bar. Chojer, my Lord,if rightly taken, 

Enter Yaljiaffe. 

7V«.No,if rightly ta ken, Hal ter. I-leere comes Ieane /^%here 
eomes bare-bones- How now fweete creature of Bombaft, 
how long is’t agoe,/rfc%, fince thou faweft thine owne Knee ? * 

V a If My owne Knee? when I was about thy yeeres (Hall) I 
was not an Fag’es tallon in the wafted couldhave crept into 
any Aldermans thumbe-ring s a plague of fighing and griefe, it 
blowcs a man up like a bladder. Ther’s villanous news abroad, 
here was Sir Iohn Braby from your father: youmuftgoeto 
the Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow ofthe North 
Bercyi md he of Wales, that gave sAmamon the Baftinado, and 
made Lucifer cuckold , and fworethe divcll his true liegeman 
upon the Croffe of a Wei fh-hook; what a plague call you him? 

Poy. O C/lendower ! 

Fal.Owen qiendower, the fame,and his fonne in law Mortimer , 
tnd old Northumberland, and thefprightlyXcoi of Scottes,Dow~ 
glas, that runs a horfebackeupa hill perpendicular. 

He that rides at high ipeede, and withapiftoll killesa 
Sparrow flying. 
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Ta/f You have hit it, 

Prin. So did he never the Sparrow. 

F*#".WelCthat rafcall hath good mettall in him,he will not 
runne. 

Brin. Why ; what a rafcall art thou then, to praife him fo for 
running ? 

Tal/.A horfe-backe face Cuckoe ) but on Foote he willnot 
budgeafbote. 

Prin. Yes lacks, upon inftindl. 

F alf. I grant ye, upon inftindl : well, he is there too, and dne^ 
Mordake , and a thonfand blue Caps more. Worccfter is ftolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard isturn’d white with the newsj - 
you may buy Land now as cheape as (linking Mackrell. 

Pm.Then ’tis like ,if there come a hot Sunne, and this civill 
buffeting hold , we Avail buy may den-heads as they buy Hob- 
nayles, by the hundreds. 

F^/.By the Maffe,Lad, thou faift true,it is like we iliall have 
good trading that way.But tell me, Hall, Art not thou horribly 
afeard ? thou being Heire apparent, could the world pickethcc 
out threefuch enemies againe,as that fiend Bfowglas, that fprite 
Percy , and that divell Giendower ? Art thou not horribly afraide? 
doth not thy blood thrill at if .? 

Pm.lSIot a whit yfaith : I lacke fome of thy inftindl. 

F^ Well, thou wilt be horribly chiddeto morrow, when 
thou commcft to thy Father :if thou doe love me , pradlife an 
anfwere. 

Brin. Do thou (land for my Father,and examine me upon the 
particulars of my life. 

Ta/f. Shall I ? content : this Chaire (hall be my State, this 
Dagger my Scepter ,and this Cufhin my Cro wne. 

Prin.Thy State is taken for a joynd ftoole,thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne,tor apit- 
tifull bald Crovvne. 

F alf Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee, 
now (halt thou be moved. Give me a cupp of Sacke,to make 
mine eyes looke redde , that it may be thought I have wept : 
For I muft fpeake in paflion, and I will doe it in King Camby - 
fes veine. 

£, 2 Prince: 





